inc irageaie 

•If cucr he hauc wife,kt hcr be made 
Aa mifcrablc by the death ofhim, 

As I am made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chcrtfcy with your holy load 
Taken from Paulcs to be interred there r 
And ftill as you arca wcarico f the waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament KingFfenrics coarfe. 

Enter Glofter. 

Glo. Stay you that bc«u*e the coarfe, and Cctit downe* 

L*. w hat blackc magitiaH coniurcs vp rhis fiend 
To flop denoted charicabjrdecds i 

Gl* t VillaiocjTct downcthccoarfe,or*by Saint Paul, 
lie make* coarfc ofhim that difobeyes, 

Gen. My Lord flan d backeand let thexoffin patfc, 

G'lo: Vnmanerd dog, (land thou when [command? 

Aduince thy Halbert higher then my bceft^ 

Or by Saint Paul lie ttrike thee to my foote, 

And fpurnc vpon thee begger fortify boldncsT 

La. What do you tremble, arc you alUfraidc l i 

Alaa,[ blame you nor for you arc mortally ! 

And morrall eyes cannot endure the diucIL « 

Auantthou dreadfullminifterofhcfl, 

Thou had ft but power oucr h is mortall bodie, 

Mis foulc thoucanft not haue, therefore be gone, 1 
Gfa* Sweet Saintforcharitiejbc not fc mrft* 

La. Foulc diucl,Tor Gods fake hence and trouble vs not. 

For thou haftmadc the hippie earth thy hell: 

Fild it with curling crics,*nddcepccxclaimcs, 

If rhou delight to viewthy hainous deeds, 

Behold this patterneof thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fire dead Henries wounds, 

* Open their congcald mouths and bleed afreftr* 
filufh, blufh, thou lumpcoffoalcdcformitie, 

For tis thy prcfcncc that exhales this blood 
From cold and cmptic vcy ncs where no blood dwefo 
Tiy deed inhumancand vnnaturall, 

Prouokcs this dcludgc moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood madft, rcuengc his death: 

Oh earth which this blood dtinkft, reuenges hif death: 

Bither heauen with lightning (Irickcthc murthercr dead? 
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of Richard the th ird. 

Qrearth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 
.^sthoudoeft fwallowe vp this good kings blood, 
*rnich his. Hei-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladie,you know no rules of charitie, 

Which renders good for badjbleffingsfor curfes, 

La. 7 / illannc,thou £nowft no law of God nor mans 
No bead fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittic. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no bcaft, 
Z«.Oh wonderfull when deuils fell the truth. * 
eh. More wonderfull when Angels ar^lb angry, 
Vouchfafediume perfection ofs woman, 
Ofthcfcfuppofcd cuilsto giucmeleatie, 

By circumftance but to aetjuite ray felfe. 

La. Fouchfafe defufed infeftion of a man, 
for thefe knownceuils,buttogiuemeleaue, 

By circumftance to curfc thy curfed felfe. 

Glo . Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient lcifurc to excufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinkcthee,thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpare 7 fhould accufe my felfe. 

La. An d by difparing fhouldft thou ftand exeufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which dideft vnworthy (laughter vpon hjer s. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

Butdead they arc, anddiuelifli flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not fill your husband. 

La. Why then he yjiliuf. 

' • Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foulc throat thou lycft. Queene Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

The which thou once didft bend againft herbreft, 

But that thy brother beat afidc the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouo/^ed by her flandcrous to nguc 
fPhich laid their guilt vpon my guiltletfe flioulders. 

La. Thou waft prouo^ed by thy bloodie mindc, 
Which neuer dreamt on oughubut butchcryes. 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant yee. 
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